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I tried to imagine what Monsieur Puybaraud would look like in
his frock-coat and high-hat on a blazing summer's day walking the
garden paths at Larjuzon. I asked him whether he would wear the
same clothes that he always did. He told me that he would have to
invest in a country outfit, and that, consequently, he might not
arrive for a few days.

Monsieur Rausch had moved from his usual position near the
lavatories. In his shirt-sleeves, perched on a ladder, and armed with
a hammer, he was at present expending his natural ferocity on a
nail. The boys were exchanging addresses. The school orchestra was
busy in the Hall rehearsing the opening bars of Travels in China.
Jean de Mirbel, leaning as usual against the wall, though punish-
ments were over for the term, even for him, had his eyes fixed on
the ground. His hands were in his trousers pockets, and he wore
his cap untidily (his appearance did no credit to the school) on the
side of his head. The slight down on his cheeks made him look
much older than the rest of us (he was two years in arrears in his
school work). It was probably his age even more than his bad be-
haviour that cut him off from his companions. He lived alone in a
stormy world, with no one to give him a helping hand, the victim
of some mysterious fate which seemed to hang over his future.
What it might be he did not know, and there was no one whom he
could take into his confidence.

THE hired victoria from Langon stopped in front of the
Presbytery garden. The Colonel was the first to get out.
The luncheon which he had just devoured had had the effect
of heightening to an unusual degree the mottled purple of his face*
so that the scar looked white by comparison. His cap was tilted